“I Al QUILTY

ARY EENNY, plain-featured, stoop-shouldered and a
household drudse, {8 a heroine,

In 1887 ¢ man was arrested for robbing o fiat in

West Ninetoenth street. _

The missing poods consisted of o lot of sliverware. k2

The man's name was Williom Kenny.

A weeping girl wife clung to him as ke was lod away to a
prison cell.

“You shan't be sent away, Bill," she said.

VWhen he was led into the Court of Speclal Sesstons to
plead to the indictment, a woman stepped forward and oried
in a ohoking voice:

“T am the thief. I stole 42."

Nopthing could change her,

! 8he kopt steadfastly to her statement.
She repeated over and over, “Iam guilly.” A
The man was et fres. " e
“Yes, she did it," he satd.

Mary Kenny, the delicate wife, revelved a sentence. |

She wae sent to the penitentfary for sio months.

When the heavy door of the prison van swung to and the
driver took the comumitments in his hands and the weary
Jowrney began, Bill called to his wife: “Good-by, Mary; yau'érc
all right. I'R stick by youw.”

At the expivaiion of sio months Bill's wife was released,
He treated her with incessant brutality. '

Finally, after the passing of twelve years, she could endure
‘his abuse no Tlonger.

A oeek ago, in sheer self-defence, she had her husband
commitied fo prison for sioty days.

WHY | TOOK BILL'S
PLACE IN |
JAIL

By Mary Kenny.

HIRE {s nothing much to tell.

I 1 loved him. Isn't {t that that

makes all women go wrong?

When I met him first I was happy for the
oply time In my llife. X

I was a slip of & givl then,
balr hanging down my back,

My skirts were to my shoe tops.

I was Nylng In Babylon, Long laland.,

" Like all girls, I had dresms of a happy
home some duy with a good, steady man
for & hushand.

I had dreams of chlliren whe'd grow to
love me and care for me In my old age.

I dreamed, too, of a lover,

Then one day I met Blll.

He was the only man who ever made love

to me.
* He gald we must keep company together,
and we did. He asked me to be hia wife,
and soon we came to New York and were
married.

A prlest performed the cgremony. I for-
got his name. It was In a Roman Catholle
church.

That's our rellglon. We are Irish-Ameri-
can.

T loved him then, and I love hlm still,

I loved him then, and I do now. But If
l_m'a out agaln In three months and [ hear
of his being untrue to me—he'll be back

OF A SACRIFICE
agaln this time for & year. I can't gtand I FOR ]]JOVE.
that. A (49

I see apd know only sordld drudgery. . gyst Mite. Suried.

My ilfe is always spent as & menial In some Occaslonally a dull, numb feeling would
one's kltchen. Sometlmes T feel the women orop. over me, and I'd say, “Yon've
for whom 1 work are my inferlors. I am saved him, Mary; what's: the use!” I
‘ot Ililterate. I went to & good public d@ldn’t get over the shoek I fecelved when
school, and can read, write and figure falrly I first reached the prison for severnl days.
well, The years I've spent drabblog away It was all so nesw and terrible.

at pots and pans hos left my brains lelsure  When 1 first reached the peniteninre
to think out many things: I'm sawfully I wag stripped of all my elothing, and they
ateald I'll lose my place, but 1 'sa want to took me in a room whera all the convicts
tell the truth, . were abliged to bathe In common, old and

?lt\,wgs just love. young women alike.

When I was first sent my only e¢on- | They took the ooly money I had left
,5olatlon was that Biil's lnkt words to. me awdy from me and locked it in the safe.
were: “You're n gpod glrl, Mary." "They burned wll my poor clothes that I

TWhen i xock the fong ride my nerves: hnd accumuiated with snel trouble. Then
were tortured by every revolution of m they gove me cosrse musHn undeteloiles
ear wheel. made of unblenched materinl, They guve

0Ob, 1he disgrace, the shume! me shoes made of cowhlde. They werd &y

Every one belleves I nm & common cddrse and strong they hurt my feef, They

 fhief! Later T found o certaln consalatlon compelied me to wenr @ dress made of bod
& feellog no ove cam see me here, I'm ticking. It was much too bl everywhere,

I wore my
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Bod T feit clothed fn a flamivg gacment of
shime ps gnon a5 I put 1t on me. The
rough materlal hurt my flesh, but my
Yeart hirt ma worse.

For severnl days youw're allowed to e
In your eelll This is to glve you fime to
rally aud broce up to meet the Mundreds
nf other ‘numbers’ you'll see clothed llke
yourseif,

When I fArst siw the dinlng room with
the plteous lne of figures A1l wenring the
badge of shidme I shot my teeth hard and
sald, *Thls lg tor love™

I'm only poor and ordinary, but no wo-
min chn laye better ar stronger than I
241,
t'll"he conpiige that came to me wasg all
through the words I kept snylog over and
over to myself:

YHe'll always love me noy, seseing |
siffer so much to save him." _

Sl weary months I ate the psison food.

N

N

It was a rest from the hard work In
the penltentiary laundry.

I had time to lie &nd dream of BliL
Dreams of how much happler we'd be than
#ny other couple. onm earth, No other
people had such & bond of sympathy.

At last the weary time elapsed. T went
out 1o the sunshine sgain. The licht made
me blind. Bill mer me, and T was as happy
as mortal could be.

Now we'll begin all over, I Kept saying
to myself.

Sometlmes 1 fenred some other glrl had
stolen him from me Then I was jealous.

But he seemed Kind and loving, and so 1
thought I was mistaken. We tried awfil-
Iy hard to get along, but somehow we
couldn’t. Then T went out to service
sgnin, - Whenever it was pay day Bill
was 8t the door. walting 1o get every
doliar of the little money 1 earned. I
plways gave him all T bad. All I cared
for was to keep him from salooms and
bad company,

After a little I began suspectiog he gave
the moner 1 worked so bard to get to
younger, prettier women. 1 was getting
worn-looking, weaker and more heipless
all the tlme he was getting more dugry
when the ttle mopey wasn't enongh to
please him, Pretty soon he began to
abuse me: When there was no other way
na'd draw off apd give me a brutal blow
n m r chest.
ron;ery—;;o beart was aching ell the time
fit to break.

There was no pleasing him. He slways
found fault. Finally I'd lose place after
place because the Indies I lived with
wouldn't bave him around.

1 was near down sick—almost ready to
go to Bellevue when the lady I am with
now took me in, Her name Is Mrs, Kellar,
She llves at No. 243 West Fifteenth street.
Bill kept coming here every pay day. My
mistress was begioning to get tired. She
gald 1 was a fool to work so hard and
giye p man every cent. So I had to wear
clothes people gave me rather than go
-nnked.

One day we walked on Seventh avenue
together, T carrying the market basket,
she walking by the side of me. Bill came
up and =ald:

“Got any monmey?' *'No, I sald, ‘mot
for you. You've had the last cent.” Then
he drew away and out with s arm aod
hit ma, .

He struck me agalan till.1 nearly cried
out with paln.

| 1 nearly fainted and my mistvess helped
I was never stroug; now I was sickly all o Th o
the time. When the bread was dry and “Well, you get rid of bim.” she sald,
coarse and when moy poor stomach revolted ypa nue bim on ‘the Island, or wont you?”
agiinst the weary routine of black coffee ..oy’ 1o not puve,” I sald. “Then you'll
an:l that awful sonp, I still had a heart leve me,” she answered.
full of iove for him that kept me up. “191 do 16 T satd.

e “ihe] Teapd NSk SantiS R 1 The next day 1 went to the court.

poor llttle iron cot dug Into my poor The Judge gave me a SUMMONS and 1 ap-
sldés untll they ached, my consolation was il am:lﬁst 3t and tal'd the polle
In the memory of my dear husband. szersthing
While 1 was suffering he was free. ot But ‘s
Twice T was very 1ll, Opce the prison There's iothing mare g sy, ¥

; the whole trith now.
doctor, n dear, kind man, let me send ™ : y
B i 00k ke anythin
for Blll. They thought 1 was dying. The Look at me. Do I Jook MNke anything

metrons gave me good advice, and said 1 h;“’ u.-!ha:ﬂ ’:mﬂ;h;ifﬂm:ft:?mﬁie::mﬁ

ought to be thankful to have some ome, LBeTe 13 tO s ant o]

good &s Bill, 1o love me and to forgive ™€ too' fur. hog L

Wy o ‘dnys, I'm that wesk and slck, If this goes
I'd smile a grim &wille. 'The seeret was on, I'll die; that’s sure.

mine. Only Bl knew. He was mloe, too,  But I love Blll.' 1f I had It to do over
While T lay weak and siek the thought sgsin I'd do it, for I loved BUl then, &

-of our littie bond made me qulte happy. 1 love bim now—and T'll always love him.

1 conld endurs it mo (5%

agsin I'd do i, for I loved Bill then, and

ol

HE IS INNOCENT.”

““I Went to Prison to Serve My Husband’s Sentence
Because [ Loved Him and [ Would Do It Again.”
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Queen Vietoria’s Youngest Soldigr.

HE youngest soldler In the British

Army s nine years old, and this is

a pleture of bim in uniform. More

over, he Is po mere wmnke-believe soldler, for

tie hns been recognlzed as one of her gprimed
defeniders by Queen Victoria herself.

His peme is Victor McNeil and he is the

son of Mnjor-General McNell of the Queen’s

Own Cymeron Highlanders.
Colonel Hector MeDonald sent ¢the bor's
pleture g0 Her Muajesty and recelved the
followinz letier o reply:

“I'he Queen has been graclously . pleased.
to necept the photograph of her youngest
soldier, and is much Interested in the long
nnd distinguisbed services of his father.™




